—'i‘_;wo Approved Ways of
Making Love

A Couple of Young Heroes, Copperfield and Richard
Feveral, Fall Victims to the Delightful, the Inevitable

Feminine Charm

AST Thursday and next Tuesday are the anniversaries of the births of two

I . almost contemporary British novelists, Charles Dickens and George Meredith.

Dickens was born on February 7, 1812, and died June 9, 1870. Meredith
wag born on February 12, 1828, and died May 18, 1909, Both belong to the “immor-
tals,” Dickens by virtue of the autobiographic “David Copperfield” and “Great Ex-
. pectations,” of “Pickwick Papers,” “Oliver Twist,” “Martin Chuzzlewit”; Meredith
because of “The Ordeal of Richard Feverel,” “Diana of the Crossways,” “The
Epoist.” “Rhoda Fleming” and his volume of poems entitled “Modern Love and
Poems of the English Roadside.”

These two novelists are of practically the same period, yet Meredith has in him
much more of the “meodern.” There is no ground on which to compare them; they
can only be contrasted. An interesting basis of contrast is offered in the folluwil:ng
parallel passages, which depict declarations of young love, the one from “David
Copperfield” and the other from “Richard Feverel”:

The Dickens Way |

BEGAN to think I would put it off till]

to-morrow.

“I hope your poor horse was not tired
when you got home st night,” said Dora,
lifting up her beautiful eyes. “It was a long
way for him.”

I began to think I would do it to-day.

“It was a long way for him,” gaid I, “for
he had nothing to uphold him on the
journey.”

“Wasn't he fed, poor thing?” asked Dorn

1 begen to think 1 would put it off till|
to-MAOarrow.

The Meredith Way

E CALLS her by her name, Lucy, and she,

blushing at her great boldness, has
called him by his, Richard. Those two names
are the keynotes of the wonderful harmonies
the angels sing aloft.

“Tuey! My beloved!”

“Oh, Richard!™

Qut in the world there, on the skirts_of f:hn
woodland, & sheep-boy pipes fo meditative
eve on a penny whistle.

Love’s musieal instrument is as old, and as
poor; it has but two stops; and yet, you see,
the cunning musician does thus much with it!

Other speech they have little; light fo'nm
playing upon waves of feeling, and of feeling

“Ye—yes,” I gnswered, “he was well taken
care of. 1 mean he had not the unutterabls
happiness that I had in being so near you.”

Dora bent her head over her drawing, and
gaid after a little while—I had sat in the
interval in & burning fever and with my
legs in a very rigid state:

“You didn't seem to be sensible of that
happiness yourself at one time of the day.”

I saw now that I was in for if and it|
must be done on the spot.

“You didn't care for that happiness in the
least,’” =aid Dora, slightly raising her eye-

compact, that bursts only when the sweeping
volume is too wild, and is no more than their
gigh of tenderness spoken.

Perhaps love played his tune so well he-
ceuse their natures had unblunted edges and
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Bry_son E;jrrou_ghs Goes Back
to Classic Legends

HIZ last week has geen an increase in
good things to view at the picture
galleries, and choice of any one

subject i3 difficult.
ing as any is the exhibit of eighteen
paintings by Bryson Burroughs at the
Montross Galleries.

When Mr. Burroughs first exhibited in

New York, three years ago, writes Royal

food. To gentlemen and ladies he fine-draws!ling, there was hardness in his surfaces,

upon the viol, ravishingly; or hlows into the

mellow basspon; or rouses the heroic ardours!

there was coldness in his color. And vet

of the trumpet; or, it may be, commands the ;o took us captive.” Now, continues this

whole Orchestra for them.
pleased,
They languish, and taste ecstasy; but it is,
however sonorous, an earthly concert. Tor
them the spheres move not fo two notes. They

And they ave critic, “he iz even more compelling.”
He is still the cunning musician. he sure—

brows and shaking her head, “when you were | have lost, or forfeited and never known, the |
sitting by Miss Kitt." firat supersensual epring of the ripe senses
Kitt, 1 should observe, was tha name of | intg passion; when they earry the soul with |
the ereature in pink with the little eyes, [them, and have the privileges of gpirita tol
“Though certainly I don’t know why you ! walk disqn1hadie{i, boundlessly to feel. Or
should,” said Dora, “or why you should call | ene has it;, and the other is a dead body.

it happiness at all. But, of course, you don't |
mean what you say. And T am sure no one |
doubts your being at liberty to do whatever
yvou like. Jip, you naughty boy, come here!”

1 don’t know how I did it. I did it in &/
moment. T intercepted Jip. T had Dora in
my arme. I was full of eloquence. I never
stopped for a word. I told her how I loved
her. T told her 1 should die without her. I
told her that T idolized and worshipped her.
Jip barked madly all the time,

When Dora hung her head and eried and
trembled my eloquence increased so much
the morve. If she would like me to die for
her she had but to say the word and 1 was

Ambrosia let them ecat, and drink the nectar:

here sit a couple to whom Love's simple e

bread and water is o finer feast,
Pipe, happy sheep-boy, Love!
anpels, unfold your wingz and
voices]
They have outflown philosephy.

lift your

Their in-

stinet has shot beyond the ken of science. |

They were made for their Eden.

“And this divine gift was in store for me!™

So rung the internal outery of each, clasp-
ing each: it is their recurring refrain to the
harmonies. How it illumined the vears gunc
by and suffused the living Future!

“You for me: 1 for you!"

“We are born for each other!”

They believe that the angels have been

Irradiated | ¢ron the medi

“the old technical foibles are there, but they
are less insistent vpon getting between us
and the Lrue substunce of this artists work.
Is it thal in the short space of two or three
years he hus heightened his proficieney as a
craftsman? Yes, in some measure. Ilig sur-
fuces seem now a little tiner, his handling a
shade leas turgid.

“Yet it s not in the mint and ecummin of
technique that we note the decisive progress
has made., Il is rather in that indefinable

power which distinguishes the creative arvtist

ocrity, and, as somelimes hap-
pens, justifies him where medioerity is bhound
to fail."

Three influences are to be noted in Mr.
Burroughs's work, in the opinion of £, W.
Pawell, writing in “The New York Even-
ing Mail." These are the DPersian influ-
ence, that of Puvis de Chavannes and
something of the Ire-Raphaclites. Mr.
Powell writes:

“That these influences are obyvious does not

: L i v othat Me, Burroughs is not rarely pop-
sanlE 3 husy about them from their cradles. fThe imply tha L arely p

ide gy hife withoul Doralaslove Sras ot o cclcl::tial hosts have worthily striven to bring =oual. Above all, he is a poet with a love

thing to have on any terms. T couldn't bear| .. 1oacther. And, O victory! O wonder! 0L the classical and a predomimating decorn-

it, and wouldn’t. 1 had loved her every min- | ;fter toil and pain, and difficulties exceeding, t1ve sense. Much of the work, thurnfurr‘,léw

ute, day and night, since I first saw her. I|the celestial hosts have succecded! mural m hjll_h subject and treatment, while

loved lier at that minute to distraction. 1| “Here we two sit who are wrilten above as| ll'“_ Test Cl[. I‘r """t’ ]"" ('“1‘!!"‘1 “”l"l"-' ““] lres

- = 2 AT, eVe v t ig- ane," 1.Ill=I][1: i Lreatimentt oniy, e subjoel n>|.1_|_‘

hou],d always love her, every minute, to dis Pipe, happy Love! pipe on to these dear in- iNtimate nml‘in'u;cnt day rather thun heroijc
traction, Lovers had loved before and lovers B

2 i nocents! (et legendary.™

would love again, but no lover had ever loved |

might, could, would, or should ever love--
as 1 loved Pora. The more I raved the more
Jip barked. Each of us, in his own way, got
more mad every moment,

Well, well! Dora and I wers sitting on |
ihe sofa by and by, quiet enough, and Jip]
was lying in her lap, winking peacefully at |
me. It was off my mind. I was in a state |
of perfect rapture. Dora and I were en-
gaped.

What an idle time it was! What an un-
substantial, happy, foolish time it was!

When [ measured Dora’s finger for a ring
that was to be made of forget-me-nots, and
when the jeweller to whom I took the measure
found me out snd laughed over his order |
book and charged me snything he liked for |
the prelty little toy with its blue stones, BO |
associated in my remembrance with Dora's |
hand that yesterday when I saw such another
by chance on the finger of my own daughter |
theve was a momentary stirring in my heart |
like pain,

|

The tide of colour has cbhed from the |

upper sky. In the west the sea of sunken
firs draws back; and the stars leap forth, and

“His art vrecalls to us o gentle music of
hygone days,” adds the eritie of “The New

tremble, and retira before the advancing York Globe,” who continues:

moon, whe slips the silver trzin of cloud
from her shoulders, and, with her foot upon
the pine-tops, surveys heaven,
“Lucy, did you never dream of mecting
B
“0 Michard! yes; for T remembered you."
“Luecy! and did you pray that we might
meet I

“Wea find the mstheticism of thoTre-lla-

Perhaps as interest-|

Cortissoz in Tho New York Tribune, there |
were keen for bliss, confiding in it as naturaliwas “stiffness in his drawing and model- |

To

The Sleeping Beauty in the Wood

By Bryson Burroughs

The Merry Opera War

Continues

“Melisande.”

Mary Garden Gives a Marvellous Performance of
Galli-Curci Adds to Her Triumph.
Melba Returns and a New Tenor Arrives

N THESE effervescent days and
nights, capped with Vesuvian mo-
ments, one does hear singing,” ob-

serves “The Globe.” For example, pur-

sues this same journal, there is Galli-Curci
whose singing “is the silver, mystic ra-
diance of the moon.” And there is Mary

Garden, in whose voice and technique

faults are patent, yet before whose mezza

voce and phrasing in the second act of

“Monna Vanna"” one is bidden to bow

down. And the voice of Rosa Raisa—"is

it the voice of Grisi born again?’ Or,

“behold Muratore, great actor of the lyric

stage, who, as singer, has both voice and

style.”

Yes, and there is a new tenor, Hipolito
Lazaro, introduced to New York by the
Metropolitan, and whose initial réle was
the Duke in “Rigoletto,” This is a voice

({4

Some of Last Week’s More
Notable Exhibits at New
York’s Galleries

French Government loan exhibit, Brook-
lyn Musewm.

Clyde Fitch collection, American Art
Assaciation,

Frnest Lawson, paintings, Daniel Gal-
leries.,

Anders Zorn, etehirgs, and Leon Kroll,
paintings, Knoedler's.

African negro sculpture, Modern Gal-
fery.

Gearye Luls, oils and waler colors,
Kraushaar Gallerics.

Areliitectural Leagme cnhibit, Pine Aris
Building.

Fienel wrt, Gollic perind fo Regence,
Museum of French Art.

“ollowipg the Flog in At American
Seidpture, Gorham Geallery.

Oryson Burroughs, paintings, Montross
Cralleries.

claaslie thread. He is an {ntellectual_mani-
festation of enough resource to recognize the
foree of archaic forms. Mr. Burroughsa's ‘The
Sailors’ will remind of the fisherman by
Puvis in the gallery of tha Luxembuur;:,_ re-
mind of it in technique rather than in spirit.
The Puvis used to be known among studeaf;a
of my time as ‘Le Pauvre Pécheur. There in
na copy of it here, The fisherman's wife and
child may have been in the boat with him. It
wius a poor boat. Ife slood up in it—a lean,
|gaunt. and hopeless firure. Behind him were
| menerations of primitive peoples quite as
dumb as beasts. Mr. Burroughs's sailors are
i liftinz a boat into the surf. The boat is dee-
inratecl with a Greek fret, It is an artistic
boat, which leads us at once to suppose that
Ethc! men handling it were of a happier: stn?in
iof fishermen or of sailors. They had time for
art, therefore life could mot have been too
|greut a hurden; they eould apnreciate beauty,
| thus they must haye felt moments of joy.”

which, in the opinion of Max Smith, writ-
ing in “The American,” rivals that of the
famous Alessandro Bonci—*''not,” he adds,
“that T.azaro has as light and delicate and
elastic a voice as the other tenor. His
tones are larger, fuller and more compell-
ing dramatically. Yet is his voice, with
all its firmness and richness of texture,
distinetly lIyric in character and capable
of considerable shading.” And “The Jour-
nal,” which recorded first the *act that
the ginger “had no difficulty in quite win-
ning his audience,” went on to say:

“Mr. Lazaro anpears to be a singer with a
genuine tenor voice, and unmistakably of the
robusto rather than of the lyric classification.

able as of the sort befitting so large a house
as the Metropolitan. Mr. Lazaro sang last

It is a voice of not unusual volume, although |
quite powerful enough to be easily recogniz-|

night with much smoothness of delivery and |
excellently within the Italian tradition as to |
style. Natural beauty infused his tones, |
which eontained no ‘whiteness,” even at their |
highest.”

r

The art critic of “The New York
| World" remarks that Mr. Burroughs's
{work has always been individual, and that |
{ “his personal predilections and methods |
‘have been unaflected’:

HE iwo companies are now in the hey-

phaelite painters and subjects drawn
the wlas=ic legends of Greege, A
“The tendency of the times is to disregard
classic themes, but this exhibition empha-
3 the gignificance el ancient history and

from

leg
ent age Lo be but a repetition of the rust. i

“Throughout the artist's work there iz a
marked decovative sense, which would lend

itaelf to large composilion, and this sense |
is not rare among our painters; but for some :

unknown reason the empty wall spaces of our
public buildings remain untilled and our
artists continue to paint ecasel pictures,

though capable of much broader effort,”

To Mr. Guy Pene du Bois, writing in
“The New York Evening Post,” Mr. Bur-
rourha's work brings back, “with modern

modifications, the glory that was Greece”: |

“Amid his eighlteen pictures at the Mont-
rors Gallery we shall find as mueh of Puvis
de Chavannes as of Greeer,  Puvis, anyway,
Hke Ingres, is one of the beads strung on the

ends which show the tragedy of this pres-

| “Inhisart he isabove all an idealist, and he
brings a highly trained techniaue to the com-
Iposition of the most delicate and dainty in-
| ventions., It probably would not matter where
he set his easel for a subject, because any

| seenie background can be anplied to his uses, |
changed or modilied as he likes, and then sup-|
plied with figures and accessories te suit his |

faney, the product beeoming a clear deriva-
tive of artistic imagination, expressed in
classiec terms,

are distinetive and personal, and the canvasas
| take high rank in decorative creation.”

The critic for “The New York Sun”
muses somewhat whimsically over the
'matter of morality. “The moralities,” he
| decides, “have bheen observed,” but lLe
inclds in a qualifying parenthesis:

“The writer, not a specialist upon this
| point, believes them to have been strictly ob-
served. At any rate, in the doubtful in-
| «tances of the ‘Conselation of Ariadne' and
the ‘Porter and the Ladics of Bagdad' it is
possible for the pure et heart to take an
optimistic view of the trifling irregularity of
thy proesedings.”

| veiled day. Full half the sky is flushed. Notl

“Tdid!” y
Young as when she looked upon the lovers |
in Paradise, the fair Immortal ijourneys on-
ward. Fronting her, it is not night, but

Mearywret Anglin, wnder the wu-
| spices of Lhe New York S plony
Soecicty, presented last  Wodnesdiy

darkness, not day, but the nuptinls of the two. | afternovn «l Carpegie fall the YElec-

“My own! my own forever! You arepledged tra' of Nophocles.  Specinl music by
|tome? Whisper!” . | Walter Dumvoseh was played by the

.I.Ic hears the deljclous musie. New Yorlk Swunptiony Orchestea wndor

And you are mine?” S o 1S

A soft beam travels to the fern-covert un-| 00 COUPHISERtE Girfi.

der the pinc-wood whera they sit, and for HE story of “Electra' iz tamiliar,

answer he has her eyes: turned to him an in-
sla

nt, timidly fluttering over tlie depths of
18, and then downcast; for through her eyes
er soul is naked to him.

“Lucy! my bride! my life!"

When 1 walked about, exalted with my |
seeret and full of my own interest, and felt|h
the dignity of loving Dora and of being be-
loved g0 much that if T had walked the air|

| frequently by modern auihors.

I could not have been more sbove the people
not so situated who were creeping on the
eurth,

The night-jar spina his dark monotony on

the hranch of the pine. The soft beam
| travels: round them, and listens to their
hearts. Their lips are locked.

Curr

i

Kneeling Children of
France

DE.—\R little sad-eyed children of France,
Once on a time, when the world was
Eay,

In the streets of Paris you danced and
sang.

God grant you again a happy day,

Sad little children of France.

Wan little weary-eyed children of France,
In the streets of Paris you knelt to-day,
Knelt at the sight of a succoring flag,
Knelt in the streets where you used to
play,
Heart-broken children of France.

We are thinking to-day of the long ago,
Kneeling children beyond the sea,
When your fathers came, with hearts
aflame,
To us, in the name of liberty,
Fatherless children of France.

Fair by the side of the Red, White and
Blue
The Stars and the Stripes in your streets
are a-blow!
Never so beautiful, now they glow
In the name of that help of the long
ago,
Kneeling babies of France.

You knelt in your streets as our flag went
by—
Qur flag with a glory strangely new.
The stars of heaven gleamed in its folds,

ent W

octry

ar I

Strewn but to-day in that field of blue,
For you, O children of Irance!

]
| Dear little war-gmitten children of France,
In our hearts is a prayer as the flag goes
by—
For the flag we have vowed to a glorious
quest,
For the flag aflame on a far-away sky,
For God—and the babies of France.

—~Gertrude Robinsen, in Life

i Tommie Sizes Up Sammie
"E'D rawther ’‘ave 'is coffee than 'is

beer,
. 'E eawn't tyke any pleasure drinkin’
} tea,
'E calls “Th’ Lunnon Times,” in langwidge
queer,

Official organ—of a cemet’ry.
’E speaks in such a bloomin’ funny wye—
'E talks of buddies; side-kicks, mutts
and geeks,
But 'e can 'old 'is end up any dye,
And every blinker listens when ‘e
speaks.

So 'ere’s to yvou, Sammie Wammie, if
. vou'll let me eall you so,

{1t seems jolly strange to 'ear you call a

kippy blink a bo,

{But no matter wot yer langwidge, and no
| matter wot you do,

! Hi daresay we 'ave some failin's wot seem
I bloomin’ strange to you,

—Detroit Saturday Niglit

_land emotional fashion.

3
|

E having Leen (reated by all three of
. the great tragediuns of Greece and
Mschylus

treats the story in a more impersonal

fashion and gives little weight o the

character of Electra, Euripides “stars”
Electra and treats her in a highly human
Sophoeles strikes
the mean between these extremes, showing

| Blectra as the chief figure in a great epic

drama of evil and bloody deeds. leclra
is presented as a princess in disgrace in
the palace of her mother, Clytemnostira.
For years she has brooded over the crime
by which her mother killed her husband

Agamemnon on his return from the Urojun |

war and married the interloper, Algisthos.

To her this is a fatal stain on the family

honor and must be wiped out in blood.

Year after year she has waited for the |

return of her brother Orestes from a far
country, confident that he will accomplish
the deed.

At the opening of the nlay Orestes, with
his friend Pylades, has already returned,
but this Electra does not know., In her
{irst scene she gives vent to the emotions
that have been long weighing on her soul:

Ah! him I wait for with unwearied hope,
But he, alas! forgets
All he has met with, all that 1 had
taught—
What message goes from me
That is not mocked? Tor still he yearns
to come,
And yet he deigneth not,
Yeurn though he may, to show himself?
to us.

And yet the larser portion of my life
Is gone without a hope,
Aund T am all too weak,

Who waste away in orphaned loneliness,
Whem no dear hushand loves,

But alien, like a slave within the house
I do my task unmest.
1 tend the chambers where my father

dwelt,
In this unseemly guise,
And stand at tables all too poorly filled,

ELECTRA appeals to her weak-willed

sister for sympathy and aid in her
projected Tevenge. But Chrysothemis
though expressing sympathy,

refrains

|Trom doing anything which might injure |
[Eer position in the palace. Clytemnestra,

Electra™s mother, replies only with scorn
:\\'hm: taunted for her evil deeds. An at-
lLvndaut now enters, in accovdance with
Orestes's plan, to announce the death of
the young man in a chariot race in a dis-
|tant country. His eloquent description of
the race forms one of those long rhetorical
speeches of which almost every Greek
[tragedy can show at least one, The news
{of Orestes's death brings despair to Llec-

| - ; Tt
|tra's heart, She urges her sister to join

| her immediately in her plan of vengeance. |

Chrysothemis flatiy reruses.
Presently Orestes and Electra come

| face to face, the woman still ipgnorant
| of the truth, He gives her an urn which
he says contains Orestes’s ashes. This

she apostrophizes:
0 sole memorial of his life whom most
if all alive T loved! Orestes mine,
With ather thoughts T sent thee forth than
theze
L With which I now receive thee.

Now, I bear

In these my hands what is but nothingness:

Yet sent thee forth, dear boy, in bloom of
vouth.

| Ah, would that I long since had ceased to
live

Refore I sent thee to & distant shore,

(With these my hands, and saved thee then
from death!

! Never did she love,

Thy mother, as T loved thee; nor did they

{ Who dwell within there nurse thee, hut
"twas I,

And T was ever called thy sister true:

| But now all this has vanished in 2 duy.,

| Then follows the “recognition scene,” on

{ which eritics have exhausted a rich vocab- |

{ulary of praise, Of all sueh scones in the

ancient drama this is generally accepted

as the most pathetic and the most superb-

ly dramatic. "The greater part of this

expertly managed dialogue follows:

Orea,: 1Is this Electrs’s noble form I see?

Elec.: That self-same form, and sad enough
its state,

Alas! slas! for this sad lot of thinal

Surely thou dost mot wail, O friend,
for me?

O form most basely, godlessly mis-
used!

Why, in thy care for me, fricnd,
groanest thou?

How little knew T of my fortune's
illal

Ores.:
Elec.:

Ores,:
Elee.:

Ores.:

Elee.: What have I said to throw such light

| on them?

!Orea.: Now that I see thee elad with many

| Woes.

| Elee.: Know, then, that thou alona dost pity
me,

Ores,: For I alone come suffering woes like

thine,

R ————S

The work suggests that of |
| Puviy de Chavennes, whom, doubtless, he:
greatly admires, but the simplicity and cheer- |
ful atmosphere of it and its singular charm !

Now, such a war, as The Tribune ol-
served, “may be bloodless, but it is not

i talkless.” And since “talk stirs up inter-|

est, and interest flows toward the box of-
fice, the operatic impresario ought to wel-
come all such wars.”
this war talk has persistently clung to the

with Galli-Curci and possible contracts
The earlier news that the singer wa
heard and refused by the Metropelitan
having been reported, Charles L. Wagner,
heyr concert manager, now comes forward
with this contribution, confided to a repre-
sentative of “The Sun’:

“In 1916, when she waz ginging in MHavana,
following her successes in
her husband wrote to M. Gatti-Casazza of the
Metropolitan Opera company suggesting an
appointment. M. Gatti replied that the Met-
ropolitan did not need a coloratura soprano
at that time. There were no further negotia-
tions in that period, and M. Gatti and Mme.
Galli-Curel did net meet until recently, when
| e heard her at the Lexington Opers House.!”
i This non-sanguinary war is keeping the
!public well supplied with opera, and also
lappears to be keeping ithe critics in a state
{of perpetual hustle.

day of their so-called “opera war.”|

One phase of |

as yel uncertain role played a couple of |
years ago by Gatti-Casazza in connection |

South America, |

One critic, who lost |

bered glance into the setting sun gyep her
child's cradle.”

“The Evening Post” employed the adjec.
tives, ‘“subtle, graceful, dreamy, Poetie
pathetic,” and added: “How begyyj
ful she looked, with that glorious cats.
ract of hair, which plays such & promirent
part in the opera! S8he sang, too, g fay
as the composer permitted.” “The Brog}.
Iyn Eagle" found her performance “mop,
convincing than ever,” and observed thy
“her scene in the garden with Pelleag Was
scarcely of this world, so evanescent &nd
so weirdly beautiful was it.” Gremyj,
Vernon, who, in The Tribune, noted the
fact that the other roles created by Mary
Garden are all notably vivacious, foung
that “in ‘Melisande’ her natural vigor van.
|ishes into thin air. Sheisa wraith of wist.
fulness; her veins are bloodless. Hers is
a supreme triumph of art over nature, It
marks Miss Garden as an actress of ex.
traordinary imaginative power and tech.
nical versatility. She was never mors
beautiful nor more poctic.” This same
writer well voiced the prevailing opinion
of the work of the other leading artists
upon the oe¢casion under comment. It
wrote:

“The Golaud of Hector Dufranne was al-,
ways admirable, and the ten veurs that Rave
passed since he firet gave his conception to
us have left it untouched. Jean Perrier is
no longer the Pelleas, but in  Alfng
Maguenat the Chicago company hus foundy
worthy successor, His impersonation was
poetic and his diction sruperb in its clarity,
Louise Berat was eaqually as fine as Gene
vieve, and Gustave Huberdeau admirable gs
Arkel. In short, aside from the stiff scenery
and poor lighting, the performance reached a

more perfect unity than anything the Chij.
cago company has yet offered.”

ALLI-CURCI has gone on to fresh
triumphs. Her singing in “Lucia,” in
“Dinorah’” again, and in concert on
Sunday night at the Hippodrome seems to
have deepened the first impression. The
public continues to applaud with thunder-
ous feryor, the eritics to spend upon hera
genuine wealth of enthusiasm—all e
| the critic of “The Evening Post,” who n-
| sists that “she does not possess the Melha
trill” and that her voice “has not the
purity and luscious quality” of the vpjees
of Patti, Melba and Sembrich.” “Byt~
he admits, “as a rival of the flute, ske once
more won a brilliant triumph” in “Lucia?
While most of the critics have mentioned
what they esteem minor flaws, such as an

* loccasional falter from piteh, only “The

Evening Post” has criticised severely, It
was even suggested in the editorial ecol-
umns of that paper that she may have ac-
quired her remarkable staccato by rapidly
pronouncing her own name, The other
papers find in Galli-Curci an artist whoss
fame promises to endure. Incidentally,
| she goes on record with the information
that she isn’t 4 suffragist.

This resumé must not he concluded with-
out celebrating the reappearance of Melba
as Marguerite in Gounod’s “Faust,” “The
Sun,” which admitted that “it would be
idle to deny that the voice is no longer in
_its bloom,” vet contended that “she sang
(with all her early authority, with hey beau-
{ tiful quality of tone in many places and
with her skill in tone emission.”

uo time in adapting the phraseclogy ap- | A ey

phoéles )

propriate to combat (“the opera-givers let

human note was struck by “The World,"
, which wrote:

Elee.: What? Can it be thou art of kin |out an extra hitch in their counter-offen-| . v eifi : ;
Many citizens with the hest part of their
to us? | sive yesterday,” ete.), suggested that— |lives behind them pounded theipr palma for
Gres.: I these are friendly, T could tell thee | “the reviewer mav, perhaps, be pavrdoned if | sheer joy—Chauncey M. Depew among them.
y —(RIORe, I'his conversion into a Broadway-Lexington |So Mme, Melba eaﬁg on, and to very good
Elec.: ¥ viendly are they; thou'lt speak to | Avenue shuttle leaves him a bit bewildered, e¢ffect,”
o~ - tfal;l'flﬁ ones. \ |Opera _in New York just now is taking on It was called her “silver juhilee.”
es.: Pu y thal urn, that thou mayst| the effect of an avalanche. The metapriors | i il i
n hear the whele, [ — {_m almost classteslly m“_edl_ i :br;;\lf_{lr :nus,;t mention fall_m the case o;the
Llee.:  Ah, by the Gods, O stranzer, ask not i the reader will, no doubt, gather that there o o 12Nt young ”riramat.;c soprano, Rosa
that. were three operatic performances in one duyiRa’san whose Aida was warmly praised.
Ores.: Do what T bid thee, and thou shalt 2t two different places, and that each held | In one place it was recorded that “such
not err. lsufficient features of the unugual to necessi- wealth s '
Elec.: Nay, by thy beard, of that prize rob | tate some sort of outpouring from the pro- ‘ heard 'Oft;(‘}qne.unq Sl has:mt e
me not. fessional commentator.” €ard in inis city In many years. I_n an-
Ores.: 1 may not have it so. So it goes. There will be a real lull in I?ther.appe_aied_the infornimtion ’t.hat jo. foa
e Amd I dt'r:en deemed unworthy of the |the town when the Campanini forces are| L8t¥ia mia” air she “took a high C, and,
| dead ? k not content, a to
Ores.: Of none unworthy, This is nought piipdeaynito Buston, reach that fvithzu:tmhfsrh SOPr:rnns dari’ﬂu-
to thee. HE event of greatest artistic impor- s
|Elec.: Yet if I hold Orestes's body he: = T tance since the last summary 'tp—i perb crescendo, or ‘swell tone,’ that fired
Ores.: 'Tis “th Orestes's, save in show of | peared in this column seems unquestiun-|;";]e. houlse." ;Th‘; Herald” thinks Mme.
speech, g aisa “has the best dramatic soprano
Elec.: Where, then, s that poor exile’s sep. | 201V 10 have been the matince perform- | cice heard here Kirice m:r'liss E?m“'f
ulehre? ance of “Pélléas et Mélisande,” in which . -, Superlatives Y Goectad ber
Ores.: Nay, of the living there’s no sep.|Mary Garden appeared, reviving “mem-| o o o SUPCLAUVes dlso greel
ulchre. " _ ; | singing of Santuzza in “Cavalleria Rus-
L lacty Whet shvit et [ones of the polden age at the Manhattan ticana.” “Miss Raisa® one critic decided:
one fal;;eia 3 m'h.t 1 { Opera House.” “Could any living actress, | «... . e e SNn S .
{Ores.: 2 od what I say. | neaahe sk ,.| "was one of the most intensely interesting
[Elec.: And does he live? | least of all an operatic actress, so mov inot to say compelli Santuzzas hestd
{Ores.: He lives, if 1 have life, Ean audience as Miss Garden did yesterday | pore in o o t? B
Elec.: What? Art thou he? {in the fourth act, without uttering a sm- | The F bt : : e
Orea.: Look thou upon this seal, my father's | gle word?” demanded Sigmund Spaeth in| __: 1o ®rench singer, Genevieve Vis 1*
once, and learn if I gpeak truth, t"T 5 ; 7 | gained, to revert to appropriate phrasé
Llec.: O blessed light! | “The Evening Mail. “Or could any o€ ology, quite a little lost territory in Char
Ores.: Most blessed, I, too, own, else sustain an atmosphere of pathos penti:er’s Lolisa» erritory in
Iélec.: g \'o;eel And art thou come? through the simple means employed by o
res.s No longer learn thy news from | this extraordinary woman?”’ Whil |
i e of o L.
Elec.: Ansthl“;;ve ea e : the music of this strange, compelling worlk, Che‘qterton as HlStOl’lﬂﬂ
St » NeTe I mY lhe said that “it flows along endlessly, HESTERTON'S “Short History of
Oree.: So mayst thou always have me! subtly, with scarcely a jarring note. If such England” continues to be the book

Nothing now remains but to accom Ilm-l e T L
froas " ly available, ‘Pélléas Mélisz ' mig
plish the leng planned vengeance, Orestes fasih, come toesqu:t .‘l,khs‘ig:]e m”bht
|P].E‘nlters the house, sword in hand, papu-larity ” FAsEven) Makuec
llectra and the Chorus sta ¢ :
awaiting news of events. nd w The critics appeared to be quite of one
dialogue ensyes: ind in estimating the values upon this
Clytem.: Ah! I am smitten. notable occasion. One wrote of Mary
Elec.: Smittu herl }-Ft again, if thoy hast | OATden’s interpretation that it “showed
' strength for it. gain in picturesqueness and in atmos-
(éllit-m:n.. &P‘;Ll fitoﬁv on blow! pheric value”; another thought it “sur-
: 8t Agisthos shared them, passed all her previous achievements.” In

Clytem.: My son, my son, have pi y |
mother! © Pity on thy | upp, Times” it was communicated that—

while
ithout
The following b

in
turn the blood of those that slew

them.

Agisthos now enters, discovers what
has happened and shrinks before Orestes’s
threatening sword. He is killed within
the palace. The sword that did the deed
is_thruwn into the courtyard, and Electra
seizes it and raises it aloft, exulting,
this final picture of the play

epectators, asz if some 1upe
the Middle Ages were
hand and skilled approc
seur,”

And that—

“Miss Garden’s finest portrayal
lery of pictures that no other sin
can rival, is this one of Maeter
passive heroine; she gayly toss
ding _ring, dropped it in the for
|weeping at her husband’s beds

* old tapestry of |
unfolded under the
igtion of a connois-

, in a gal- |
Bing actress
linck's pale, |
ed her wed- |
est pool, sat |
idsn listened |

in
, in the su-

Jpreme fulfilment of her life's Dassion,

vaguely to his bro

! ther's wooing,
the medimval twil Rss aud died I8

ight with that one remem

most discussed by English review-
ers. E. T. Raymond writes entertainingly
of it in “Everyman,” under the title “A

| Short Slaughter of Historians,” referring

thereby to the fact that Chesterton's chief
purpose seems to have been to topple over
everything that previous historians have
written about their country, Raymond
regards the present work as “hardly &
history,” yet as “the most valuable book
produced during the war,” [Inatead of
Leing a real history, he considers Chester

Elec.:  Thou hadst none on him, nor on the “the most delicate masterpicce of modern | tON's8 book “rather a magazine of high
Gho Thf“h“ that begat him, m:stlc d“‘;“t?' . t"mgﬂ fi“bfic composite ofIEXPIOSiVC denials and a mine of shrewd
i e curse is now fulfilled. poeiry, sublly intoned, and set in mystic pict- ion.*"? 3 i
buried live again; ‘:fm-l :fﬂ :]1:: ures, was passed before the eves ang I:“Ei;ug'ﬁstf?n. And then comes ‘thls_ w“z
died long sitice now dray;n and understanding of a great audience e e I have read the book with infini

content, but I can imagine some honest
person buying it as a handy textbook and
feeling like that progressive brewer who
tnvested in Kingsley's ‘Yeast.””

The curious fact is pointed out that the
Look is “a ‘history” without a footnote
and with one solitary date.” Yet Ray-
mond confesses himself to be “all for the
L-he_st::bonian method, which is humal,
Again :

the orthodox method, which is
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